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Death And 


Life Come 


Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


The front door of every Friendship House is painted 
blue, in honor of Our Lady. Naturally, so is the front door 
of Madonna House. When I started the first foundation, in 
Toronto, in 1930, | remembered the saying of my people, “If 
you paint the front door blue for Mary, she will bless all who 
pass through it.’ This is a true story that came through the 


blue door. 


The faces of the men sit- 
ting around the table, would 
have made wonderful models 
for artists whose eyes see 
deep. For they were young 
faces, old faces and faces in 
between. But on each was 
stamped hunger and pov- 
erty, a sort of a hopelessness, 
the fruits of life lived in fear 
and trembling of what the 
next day would bring. 

Brother Christophers 

It was the height of the 
great depression. And these 
were men, whom the world 
considered the dregs of hu- 
manity, and called the hu- 
miliating names of . . . hobo 
... bum. To us of Friendship 


House they were neither, 
they were Yprother Christo- 


phers, travellers on the road 
of life, closer in their utter 
poverty to Christ, than per- 
haps any other living being 
on earth. 

It was around our table 
that they were sitting. In the 
big library of one of our 
branches. The lamp, placed 
in the dead centre of the 
table, made strange shadows 
on their shadowy faces, now 
revealing, now hiding the 
soul behind them. 

The Staff Worker in 
charge was sitting behind a 
desk that overlooked the 
whole room .. . writing let- 
ters. Some men were reading, 
others just resting and al- 
lowing the warmth of the 
room to soak into their tired 
and weary bones. A _ few 
played cards in a_ corner. 
Two were engaged in a whis- 
pered talk. It. was just an 
ordinary evening in Friend- 
ship House during the de- 
pression. 

Never Too Late for Supper 


Suddenly the door opened 


to admit a tall man with a) 


weatherbeaten face, and a 
mane of white hair that 
shone with the many colors 
of silver under the bright 
lights. 

He wanted to know if he 
was late for supper. The 
worker reassured him that 
though he was, there was 
enough left over to warm up 
for him. And both disappear- 
ed into the back of the build- 
ing that housed the kitchen 
and dining room. 

Hoboes and Priest Meet 

In the library in the mean- 
time, the hum of conversa- 
tion grew louder, and when 
the Worker in charge and 
the man with the silver hair 
came back, they saw a priest 
sitting at the head of the 
table talking to the men. 
The conversation seemed 
desultory, but in reality was 
not. It was the custom of 


Friendship House at the 
time, to invite daily some 
priest from the city to come 
and visit with its guests of 
the road, to talk about God 
and the things of God, or 
whatever the men felt like 
talking about with a priest. 
The topics seemed endless. 
The men in fact looked for- 
ward to that hour of discus- 
sion, so friendly and simple. 
Few of them alas, had had 
any close contacts with 
priests. Most seemed inter- 
ested in what he had to say. 
After a while the priest 
would get up and with a 
friendly smile inform every- 
one, that he would be up- 
stairs, in a little plain room, 
allotted for the purpose, of 
hearing .the confession of 
anyone who wanted to go. 
There were evenings when 
none went, othefs when one 
or two walked wearily up the 
creaking stairs, others again 
when many went. The joy of 
it was that there was a priest 
waiting. Right there, where 
they were at home. In the 
midst of the slums, so famil- 
iar to them, where few paid 
any attention to them and 
where the police left them 
alone, for a while anyhow. 
That night the discussions 
rolonged themselves later 
han usual, because of the 
last comer, the man with the 
silver hair. He stood in the 
middle of the room warming 
his back against an old fash- 
ioned coal stove, towering 
over everyone else because 
of his height and leanness. 
In a well modulated voice, 
he attacked everything the 
priest had to say, bewilder- 
ing many, egging others on 
to join him in his argu- 
ments. Voices grew louder, 
tempers began to fray. 
There Is No God 
Suddenly the man with 
the silver hair drew himself 
erect, his shadow making a 
strange dark background for 
him .. . and in a clear voice 
carefully ennunciating every 
word he said: “Father, all 
this is nonsense. There is no 
God, and I will prove it to 
you. I’ll challenge Him if He 
exists to strike me dead... 
here and now.” 
For a second there was a 
Silence the weight of which 
seemed to crush all it touch- 
ed. It lasted but a minute 
or so. Then ... the man with 
the silver hair gasped .. . 
moaned ... clutched his 
throat as if unable to breathe 
and fell down-face forward, 
like a big tree falls in a 
clearing smitten by the axe 
of the woodsman. 
For the space of an “Ave” 





no one moved. Then bed- 


lam broke loose. Some 
brought water, others tried 
to loosen the clothes of the 
fallen man. The priest bent 
low trying to hear a heart 
beat . . . someone called a 
doctor .. . BUT THE MAN 
WAS DEAD .. .Dead, the 
Doctor said — from heart 
failure! 
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And while ambulance driv- 


ers, doctors, police, neigh- 
bours and plain. curiosity- 
seekers were filling the place 
asking questions of the work- 
er in charge .. . the stairs 
leading to the little room 
where the priest was waiting 
to hear confessions . . . were 
creaking . . . creaking con- 
stantly, under the feet of 
some fifty odd men going to 
make their peace with the 
God, the man with the silver 
hair had so openly denied 
and yet challenged. . 
From evil God draweth 
good— from death, life. 





Meditation 
On Death 


By Father Cyril, C.P. 











No matter what sins may 
have been on her soul before 
the reception of Extreme 
Unction, whether mortal or 
venial, whether from defect- 
ive absolution, defective pur- 
pose of amendment, defect- 
ive acts of contrition, sins 
never confessed and now for- 
gotten, sins recently com- 
mitted, provided she has at 
least habitual virtual con- 
trition or attrition, this mar- 
velous provision of God de- 
signed to take care of every 
emergency, blots out all. All 
are forgiven completely. 
Whatever temporal punish- 
ment may have been due to 
God’s justice because of her 
sins, mortal or venial, is 
absolved by the grace of the 
sacrament. And to make 
doubly sure, the Blessing in 
Articulo Mortis has been im- 

arted to take effect at the 
nstant of death, so that she 
(Continued on Page Four) 





SO IT'S A COINCIDENCE ? 


Father John T. Callahan looked up from a pile of mail. 
“Sometimes,” he said, “there are so many coincidences in an 
event that they rule out all coincidences.” 


The staff workers of Madonna House were having tea 
on the lawn overlooking the Madawaska. Father had come 


from Rochester, N.Y., to give 


them a three-day retreat, and 


had remained a little while after it was over—a welcome 
visitor. They settled themselves, expecting a story. 


They Got A Story 


“Last October,” the priest 
said, “I made a radio ad- 
dress for one of the priests 
in the diocese. It was a regu- 
lar Friday evening devotion. 
And I just happened to select 
St. John Eudes as a topic 
for conversation. 

“Perhaps you know how 
these religious broadcasts 
are conducted. This was 
much the same. I was to 
make a short talk, and then 
various people were to broad- 
cast the five sorrowful mys- 
teries of the Rosary. 

“Now, by a strange coin- 
cidence, if you wish to call 
it that, the nuns of a local 
convent got permission that 
particular night—mind you, 
on that particular night— 
to stay up and say the Ros- 
ary with the radio audience. 
Imagine their surprise and 
delight when I happened to 
mention their holy founder, 
and to observe that some 
nuns of his order had a con- 
vent in Rochester. 

“One of the nuns wrote 
me about it the next day. 
Now here, today, comes a 
letter from a friend asking 
me for a copy of that radio 
script. Seven months later, 
almost. Do you know, I had- 
n’t the faintest idea where 
the csi was? I loaned it 
to somebody shortly after 
the broadcast, and forgot it. 
So what happens? Here is 
another coincidence. In the 
same mail that brings this 
request I receive a second 
class relic of St. John Eudes. 
And I also receive the lost 
script.” 

This is the script: 

The Radio Audience 

Friday is the day when we 
meditate in’ the Rosary on 
the Sorrowful Mysteries in 
the life of Jesus and Mary, 
for it was on a sorrowful 
Friday — that was the first 
Good Friday — that Christ 
died. There was once a Saint 
who lived in the seventeenth 
century named John Eudes, 
whose work brought into ex- 
istence an order of priests in 


ithe Catholic Church and an 


order of Sisters whose repre- 
sentatives are today in our 
city in a convent on Winton 
Road. ; 

He meditated long and 
ardently and lovingly on 
the Passion and Death of 
Christ and especially on the 
Heart of Our Lord which was 
wounded by the soldier’s 
lance. He wrote down many 
of his considerations about 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
and what he called the 
Admirable Heart of Mary, 





years before Our Lord asked 


of St. Margaret Mary Ala- 
coque devotion to the Sacred 
Heart. 

In fact when St. John 
Eudes was canonized in 1909, 
the Holy Father proclaimed 
him as the Doctor and Apos- 
tle and Father of this devo- 
tion of piety. This evening 
we will take our meditation 
from this saint’s words as he 
considers the Passion of 
Christ, and Mary’s roie 
therein. He writes: 

“The saints teach that, 
when the day of His Passion 
had come, in accordance 
with the loving obedience 
with which he always hon- 
ored His holy Mother, and 
the goodness He always 
showed in- consoling His 
friends in their afflictions, 
Christ took leave of His dear 
Mother before the beginning 
of His sufferings. 

Christ Asks Her 

“To do all things out of 
obedience to the will of His 
heavenly Father, and His 
mother, since she had not a 
will different from the Fath- 
er’s, He asked permission of 
her to carry out what His 
Eternal Father had com- 
manded Him. He told her 
that it was the will of the 
Father that she should ac- 
company Him to the foot of 
the cross, and that after His 
death she should wrap His 
body in a shroud and place 
it in the tomb. 


“Because their interior 
sorrows were unutterable, 
they did not declare them to 
each other in words; their 
eyes met and their Hearts 
understood their mutual 
afflictions. The most perfect 
love of both and their entire 
conformity to the divine will 
did not permit any imper- 
fection in their natural feel- 
ings. These sorrows were so 
great that if it had been pos- 
sible and fitting for her to 
suffer in place of her Son, 
it would have been easier for 
her to do so. Her torments 
would have been much more 
bearable than the sight of 
her Son’s Passion. Since God 
had willed otherwise she 
offered her Heart and Jesus 
gave His body, so that each 
should suffer what God had 
ordained. 


“St. John the Evangelist, 
it is said, went to her to in- 
form her of what had taken 
place. Who, O my God, could 
express the grief and sorrow 
of the Mother of Jesus as His 
beloved disciple recounted 
what had happened since the 
opening events of the Pas- 
sion — the agony in the 
Garden; Judas; the arrest; 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


The helplessness of Christ. Have you ever seen 
a large Host lying. on the altar, waiting for the priest 
to Lift it up? Lying helpless and obedient to the words 
and actions of a man? 

Have you truly beheld the helplessness of 
Christ in the Tabernacle? Alone. Waiting for you and 
me to share His loneliness. Waiting for the priest to 
come and take Him to a dying man? Waiting to be 
given as food, to holy, to indifferent, to lukewarm 
souls? 

If you have, then perhaps a tiny glimmer of 
the depths, the breadth, the height of love have been 
made manifest to you! FOR LOVE AND LOVE A- 
LONE . . . GOD’S LOVE FOR MEN . . .. WOULD BE- 
COME AS HELPLESS AS THIS. 

To be handled . . . carried about .. . lifted up 
and laid down .. . and even tragedy of tragedies... 
assaulted, desecrated, forgotten, neglected .. . all for 
love of men. 


Who can fathom such love? Who can begin to 
understand it? Who can begin to love such Love in 
return? 


° BUT BEGIN WE MUST, and now is the accept- 
able time. The month of the Precious Blood, the 
flowering of His earthly life—for He came unto us, 
to shed it, so that you and I may have life everlasting. 


All created things seem to render homage to 
that flowering of God’s love . . . for they flower too. 
All nature makes haste in July to bloom, so as to be 
fruitful in the Lord. 


All nature, BUT MAN. Who though beholding 
the utter surrender of God for man, on the Cross, in 
the Tabernacle and the Host, for love’s sake 

. passes Love by so often, in utter indifference, nay 
often in disbelief and contempt! 


In doing so man dies. And the world is filled 
today with living-dead. Men, women, youth, whose 
bodies are living, whose souls are dead. 


Behold then the cemeteries that surround us. 
Endless and frightening is their extent. Yet you and 
I, who have glimpsed the abyss of God’s love for us, 
who have seen and understood a little the awesome- 
ness of His deliberate helplessness, the power of it, 
the tenderness of it... ARE WE NOT RESPONSIBLE 
IN PART FOR THESE ENDLESS CEMETERIES 
THAT SURROUND US, FILLED WITH THE LIVING- 
DEAD? 

What have WE done to make Love known and 
loved? Have we caught fire from Its fire, and become 
helpless in turn, with the helplessness of utter sur- 
render for loves sake to the God of Love? 


For if we offer ourselves in that helplessness of 
love, then we shall become instruments of His holy 
will, then we shall bring Him to others, and others 
to Him. By His power in us—the power of love and 
life—bringing ressurection to the living dead. Abolish- 
ing one by one the gruesome cemeteries without 
graves, that our modern world is filled with. Replacing 
them with living men, women and youth, whose bodies 
once more will be the temples of the Living God, and 
who henceforth shall not know death, but life unto 
eternity. 


This is the acceptable time. The month of the 
Precious Blood, that alone can change deserts into 
fertile valleys, but in order to do so it must flow 
through us its members. Let us then arise, and be- 
holding the helplessness of Christ in the Eucharist 

. the helplessness of utter love and surrender . 
become obedient instruments of that Love. 














Strange things happen in 
Madonna House. Strange 
and beautiful things. 


The one you should hear 
about first began with the 
coming to this bright and 
chilly woodland-heaven of a 
family of Dutch immigrants. 
There were four brothers. 
Two of them were married. 
Their wives were really 
brides. The brothers were 
members of a family that 
had numbered fifteen—with 
the father and mother—and 
had lived happily, once upon 
a time, in a tiny village in 
Holland. — 

That was before Hitler. 

Dutch Catholics 

The new comers settled 
on an old farm not far from 
Madonna House, and looked 
around for something to do 
to sustain themselves. They 
needed everything in the 
way of furniture. They had 
some money, enough to buy 
a $25 horse — which some 
one obligingly sold them 
for $75 — a few pigs, and a 
number of chickens, and 
what groceries they would 
need until all of them could 
become self-supporting. 

Somebody from Madonna 
House asked them to make 
a list of the things they 
needed most. They headed it 
with “A statue of the Sacred 
Heart, 18 inches high.” (In 
their part of Holland 94% 
of the people are Catholics.) 

The first night these 
people spent with us in 
Madonna House will always 
be remembered. It began 
with one of the boys saying 
he had learned English from 
the Canadian soldiers in 
Holland. 

At this, one of our Staff 
Workers said he was in the 
Canadian army, and was in 
Holland during the latter 
days of the war. It developed 
that he was in the same 
village where the Dutch 
family was — and where the 
boys old enough to do so 


|worked in the underground. 


Later the lad of the un- 
derground went to Korea, 
where he further improved 
his English by talking to 
United States marines and 
regular army men, “his bud- 
dies.” 

Lay Apostles 

One of the brides confided 
to a girl Staff Worker that 
she had worked with the lay 
apostolate for six years in 
Holland. Almost immediate- 
iy thereafter everybody in 
the house was _ singing 
hymns to Mary and to her 
Son. They sang in Dutch, 
in French, in Latin, and 
even in German. In spite of 
all they had suffered from 
the Nazis the Dutch peop 
said they did not ha he 
German tongue. 

There was such a concord 
between these immigrants 
and the Staff Workers of 
Madonna House that they 
seemed like one family. And, 
to a priest who happened to 
be present, it seemed as if 
Our Lady were in the room, 
watching her children with 
great love. 

The priest was ill, but .he 
felt he should say Mass every 
day. The doctor had given 
orders that he must have 
breakfast in bed. He obeyed. 
He would say Mass at the 
temporary church, or in the 
convent of the nuns down 
the road. Then he would 
come back, go to bed, and}; 
have his breakfast brought 
to him. 

We eyes ag we might ‘ob- 


tain “for h rmission of 
our ordinary, the Most Rev- 
erend W. ’ Smith, Bishop 
of Pembroke, to say Mass 











now and: then in the big 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 


heal 











living room at Madonna 
House. Then he _ wouldn’t 
have to tire himself so much 
before breakfast. 

“Put it in Our Lady’s 
hands,” the priest said 
when the letter to the bishop 
was being written. “What 
she wants, I want. What she 
doesn’t want, I don’t want.” 
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Bishop Is Gracious 

The day after we met the 
Dutch family the _ bishop 
answered, graciously allow- 
ing the priest to say a 
limited number of Masses in 
the house. 

We obtained an_ altar 
stone from Fr. A. P. Dwyer, 
our parish priest. We had 
everything else we needed— 
the vestments, the chalice 
and paten, the Mass Cards, 
the missal. And we had vases 
of beautiful Spring flowers 
fresh from our garden and 
from the woods. 

We laced the dining 
room table against the fire- 
less fire-place, over which 
hangs a rather unusual 
crucifix. That was the altar. 
We dressed it with beauty, 
and with love. 

I was particularly glad to 
learn that Father wanted 
the unusual crucifix to stay 
in the niche where it was. 
There is a story in that 
lovely emblem. 

Story Of A Crucifix 

It is an earthenware piece, 
highly ornamental; and, for 
all I know, may be majolica. 
It was imported by a big 
store in Toronto many years 
ago. It would have retailed 
at $40 or more. But a tired— 
overworked — sales girl 
brushed against it and broke 
it. The store management 
forgave her, but took $1 a 
week out of her pay for the 
next twenty-five weeks. The 
Sales-girl had the _ pieces 
glued together, and it was 
almost as good as new. 

It was with great joy that 
we attended Mass _ that 
morning, May 16th. And 
when Father lifted the great 
round Host high, it seemed 
to me that Christ had come 
into-the room in a _ very 
special manner. 

Of course it was His body 
and blood the priest held up 
for us to see. And of course 
it was His body and blood 


e|we received in Communion. 


But He was there too, in 
that special way. He came 
to us, I thought as, the day 
after the Resurrection, He 
came to the apostles and 
Mary. They were all to- 
gether. The doors and win- 
dows were shut. And Christ 
appeared to them saying 
“Peace be with you.” 

Mary had been there the 
night before! Now her Son 
had visited us! And where 
He is, naturally she is close 
by. How blessed we felt you; 
can only imagine! 

This day, incidentally, 
marked the end of our five 
years in Madonna House. 

The next day, May 17th, 
the anniversary of our com- 
ing to this house, and the 
beginning of the sixth year 
of service, we had Mass a- 
gain, beneath the same 
hard-won, patched, beauti- 
ful, unusual, majolica cru- 
cifix. I wish you had been 
there with us. 
























The B’s Corner 


Mary Mother of Fair Love 
give us Faith! At times it is 
so hard to believe fully 
utterly, with complete 
abandonment, as one should 
believe in the words of your 
Son. 

As I sit at this typewriter, 
facing the calm blue river 
that winds its quiet way be- 
tween newly awakened field 
and forest, my heart feels 
the heavy "loneliness of the 
Apostolate. 

For there is always lone- 
liness in the Lay Apostolate 
of Catholic Action. It is so, 
so new. It is still so little 
known, notwithstanding the 
pleadings of two Popes, on 
its behalf, that the burden 
of its humble, hidden mis- 
understood life, weighs 
heavily on my weary should- 
ers. 

Naked and austere Faith 
stands before me, bidding 
me to embrace it without 
holding back. Bidding me 
to walk in its wake, the nar- 
row straight, road that ol 
ways leads upward ...u 
ward unto the green hills 
of the Lord, that at this 
moment seem so far, far a- 
way, so unattainable, so 
elusive. Bidding me, and all 
of us in Friendship House, 
Combermere, to walk too in 
darkness, for only in dark- 
ness does God’s light shine 
brightly. 

Walk In Faith 

Yes, that is what I must 
do. That is what I have had 
to do for the last twenty- 
two years. TO WALK IN 
FAITH. By now I should be 
used to it. Why then does 
the heavy loneliness of the 
Apostolate weigh me down 
so today? 

Perhaps because os al- 
ways _ bids us to in 
Poverty. In overty that 
expects ag ings from 
God’s hands. Day by day. 
Hour by hour. Friends, it is 
not easy to live by Faith and 
in Poverty, ALWAYS. Yet it 
must be done. It must be 
done, because it is of the 
very soul of the apostolate, 
yes... . 22... MOO... 
charity and _ poverty all 
blend in one, to breathe the 
fire of zeal into weak human 
souls like mine, and make 
them walk the narrow, up- 
ward path that leads to the 
green hills of the Lord. 

ASK AND YOU SHALL 
RECEIVE . . . said God. So 
once more — I have truly 
lost track of how many 
times this has had to be 
done before — I musk ask. 
For behold the need .. . The 
need of MONEY . . Urgent, 
unescapable, vital. 

Money to live and eat for 
the Staff. Money to run the 
many services we have for 
those who come to us weary 
in mind and body. Money to 
build St. Martha’s, especially 
hat house, without which 
our work will be so impaired. 
Once more I have to stretch 
out my hand — the hand of 
a beggar — of a lay apostle, 
who has nothing, but her 
life to give, and that has 
been given to God long ago 
and jar away. 

We need FIVE THOUS- 
AND DOLLARS. Funny, is- 

n’t it? For the sum seems 
incredible to me. As_ in- 
credible as it seems to you. 
And RAM Faith bids me to ask 
for it because Christ in the 
Apostolate needs it. Because 
it is not for ourselves but 
for others. Because we are 
beggars of His love. 

Our bank balance is so 
slender that mentioning it 
seems utterly foolish. None 
of us have any rsonal 
monies. We have given 


up all earning ca 
° (Continued ae pn ng ne wed 
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A strange life ours, in the 
Lay Apostolate of Catholic 
Action Friendship House 
style. Only a few weeks ago, 
we were telling. you friends 
and readers about the busy 
times Spring brings to Ma- 
donna House, and all people 
living in the country. Then, 
before you could say “knife” 
I was off into the heart of 
many cities . . . New York, 
Chicago, Hartford, Conn., 
London, Kitchener and Tor- 
onto, Ont., busy about yet 
another phase of our far 
flung Apostolate — the lect- 
ure field. 

We Meet to Say Good-bye 

I left early in May, with 
all chores organized, blue 

rints for everyone’s job to 
be done completed, sure that 
Eddie would be here to meet 
me on my return. But, he 
wasn’t, for while I was tra- 
velling in the U.S.A., he went 
to New York, to correct gal- 
ley proofs of his new book 
CAPTAIN MAROONER that 
the Crowell Publishing Co. 
hopes to bring out this Sept- 
ember, an exciting whaling 
story it is too. And then off 
he went to Ireland of all 
eur to write up Matt Tal- 

ot—the drunk who is on his 
way to becoming a saint 
officially, for his cause, I 
hear is introduced in Rome. 

That is the way of it. Now 
we are all together, now one 
of us is off lecturing, the 
other in search of yet an- 
other book to write. At times 
it seems Eddie and I meet, 
just to say good-bye. But 
that too forms part and par- 
cel of our apostolate, we 
knew that it would be so, 
when nine years ago, on the 
twenty-fifth of June we stood 
before Bishop Sheil and took 
each other for husband and 
wife. 

Many Wonders 

So many _o wonder 
about us, and the life we 
lead in the apostolate, for it 
is in truth not a usual life, 
but one utterly submitted 
and dedicated to the Apos- 
tolate. Eddie knew before we 
were married, that he would 
have to live the life of 
Friendship House, that he 
would have to relinquish all 
his earthly goods, that his 
earnings would (minus in- 
come tax) go to its works. 

And we both knew that 
Friendship House would be 
the head of our family life. 
That its needs and its duties 
would come first with us. 
Now, after nine years of this 
life, we know that it is sheer, 
unadulterated joy .. . that 
every phase’ of it is God's. 
The coming and the going, 
the partings and the meet- 
ings. The surrender of our 
privacy, in a word every- 
thing that goes into being 

art and parcel of Friendship 

ouse and its way of life. 

It would be impossible for 
us to even begin to count all 
our blessings, yet one stands 
out clearly, evidently for all 
to see .. . and that is the 
spiritual family, the staff 
and volunteers of Friendship 
House. 

We acquired the youth 
that so heroically, so gener- 
ously gives itself here to God 
in the Lay Apostolate of 
Friendship House. How ut- 
terly literal are the words of 
God. For indeed He repays 
a hundredfold, we give up 
little for His sake, and He 
gives so much in return. 

If God does not bless one 
with children, why not give 
Him each other in the apos- 
tolate and acquire a new 
family in His spirit? 

It is an idea worth pray- 
ing and thinking over. 


By Catherine Doherty 
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All Is Ready 

The gardens are planted. 
The gladioli that will adorn 
the altar of our little Church 
are up, radishes and fresh 
onions grace our table, and 
lettuce makes gay the kit- 
chen garden with its vivid 
light green leaves. The as- 
paragus bed yielded its tasty 
fruit to our humble table. 
And some twelve apple trees 
bloomed in all their beauty 
for the first time since plant- 
ed. Three bee hives are 
bustling with activity, and 
we expect our two little new 
pigs and some 50 chickens 
any day now. 

Everything is almost ready 
for the Summer School that 
will open on June 30th. 
There is still time to make 
reservations for it, and have 
a good Catholic vacation. 

St. Martha, our new house, 
that we are building on 
Faith, rises on the knoll, like 
a miracle of God’s goodness, 
and so does our new Church. 
But our good Pastor still has 
many worries about it... 
The bell . . . the tabernacle 
are still needed. As Eddie 
wrote recently in Restoration 
—The soul and the voice of 
the Church. Three hundred 
dollars will provide the tiny 
house the Lord so graciously 
chooses to live in for love 
of us ...A little more, some 
$400-$500 will provide the 
Church with its voice... Is 
there anyone who will give a 
room to Christ? A voice to 
His Church? Send all don- 
ations directly to Rev. Fr. 
P. Dwyer, Combermere, Ont., 
for both. 

Awed by Miracle 
It was good to see in my 


travels the Friendship 
Houses of U.S.A. Blessed 


Martin Farm in Newburg, 
N.Y., was filled with new 
staff workers that had come 
from every house for a 
month of training. Harlem, 
N.Y., had an open house for 
me, which allowed me _ to 
meet many old and beloved 
friends and to make new 
ones. Chicago likewise. May- 
be this Fall I can visit Port- 
land, Oregon, our latest 
U.S.A. foundation which I 
have not yet seen. 

I am not ashamed to say 
publicly, that I am awed by 
the miracle of God’s mercy, 
which I see so clearly when 
I visit our widely scattered 
branches. It seems truly in- 
credible that in something 
like two decades we grew 
from .such tiny beginnings 
into this far flung aposto- 
late. It seems miraculous, 
that the Hierarchy of Brazil, 
Chili, Germany, as well as 
the U.S.A. and Canada is 
interested in having us come 
to their Dioceses to help to 
restore the world to Christ. 

It seems only yesterday, 
that there were five of us in 
a small store front in Tor- 
onto. And now? N.Y.C., Chi- 
cago, Washington, Portland, 
Burnley, Va., Newburg, N.Y., 
Combermere, Ont. 

Bishop’s Blessing 

A strange scene comes 
sack to my memory, as I be- 
hold this miracle of grace. 
A hospital room. A sick bed. 
A dying earn Archibishop 
Neil McNeil of Toronto. I see 
myself kneeling by the bed- 
side, to which I was brought 
at his request. I hear the 
tired low voice of that saint- 
ly man saying slowly ... “I 
wanted to give you my bless- 
ing before I died. For yours 
is the Apostolate of the 
future, much needed by the 
Church. Persevere child... . 
Persevere in it, be steadfast 
even under persecution, mis- 





understandings, in pain, and 
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come to you, as they do to 
all who try to love and serve 
God ... for if you persevere, 
your houses will span the 
earth.” 

Followed the _ beautiful 
words of a long Latin bless- 
ing. He died the next day. 
A saint of God if there ever 
was one, and for us of 
Friendship House our true 
founder. Your Grace, pray 





A COINCIDENCE? 
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the mockery in the house of 
Caiphas. 
The Innocent Mary 

“In this bitterness, passing 
all imagination, this inno- 
cent Mother aspired to the 
sight of Her Divine Son. Fin- 
ally she saw Him all torn 
from head to foot with 
whips. His Sacred Head was 
pierced with cruel thorns; 
His adorable Face bruised, 
swollen, stained with blood 
and spittle. With a rope a- 
round His neck and His 
hands bound, He wore the 
scarlet robe of mockery. 

“Well did He know she was 
there; and she too knew full 
well that His divine majesty 
read the feeling of her heart 
which was pierced with sor- 
rows not inferior to those He 
bore in His own body. At last 
she reached Calvary, and 
like her gentle Lamb she was 
Silent, hearing the hammer 
blows, struck by the taunts 
—what sorrow, the gall and 
vinegar in His thirst—what 
sorrow to see Him die—what 
sorrow to behold His heart 
pierced with a lance and 
what sorrow when she _ re- 
ceived Him dead—what sor- 
row when the disciples took 
His holy body from her em- 
brace — what sorrow when 
she returned home.” 

St. John Eudes concluded 
by reminding us of Christ’s 
words from the cross to 
Mary—“ ‘Mother, behold thy 
son.’ Henceforth St. John re- 
mained bound to the service 
of the Queen of heaven, and 
all sinners have a share ih 
this grace of St. John, for he 
represents all men. In effect 
Christ said — ‘Behold your 
mother: I give you my Moth- 
er to be yours, and I give you 
to her as her children.’ What 
a precious gift.” 

We are not worthy to be 
Slaves of this great Queen, 
and lo! He makes us _ her 
children. Since these two 
Sacred Hearts, the Hearts of 
such a Son and of such a 
mother, so well understood 
each other, the Blessed Vir- 
gin accepted most readily St. 
John as her son, and in him 
all sinners in general, know- 
ing well that was the in- 
tention of her dying Son who 
was shedding His blood for 
sinners, and their sins was 





the cause of His death. To 





sible mistrust He gave them 
His most valued treasure, 
His most holy Mother. What 
an obligation we have, there- 
fore, to honor and to love 
and to praise those two most 
lovable Hearts. — 


House Built 
On A Rock 


By Mrs. Robert Rock 











“Good morning, dear 
God!” 

It is very early in the 
morning, and all is uniquely 
quiet and peaceful in the 
Rock domain. A brand-new 
day in God’s world awaits us, 
and half-consciously I whis- 
per, “Thank You, dear God, 
for this day. Thank You for 
our faith. Please help us do 
Your Will today—and let us 
love You good and hard...” 

R-r-r-r-ring! That is the 
electric alarm. S-s-s-shriek! 
That is the 22-month human 
alarm upstairs. With one 
swing and a hit the former 
is shut off; nothing but a 
5-course breakfast will sil- 
ence the latter. Anxiously, I 
watch for a sign from the 
Head of the House. If he 
opens his eyes, sits up and 
gropes for his shoes, I’m out. 
However, today he turns 
over, makes an heroic effort 
to sit up, collapses and says, 
“Hi! You go.” 

With a leap I’m out of bed 
and getting ready to go to 
mass. Tommy, the human 
alarm, has reduced his vocal 
efforts to a gentle hum; 
nevertheless he will soon 
have his big brother awake 
and the two of them will 
have a grand and glorious 
free-for-all until Mama gets 
home. Mary, turned five, 
is a typical lady of leisure; 
she would sleep until a fash- 
ionable hour in her private 
chamber downstairs; if it 
were not for the jamboree 
going on above her. As it is, 
she emerges, hands on hips, 
to inquire indignantly, “How 
is anybody supposed to sleep 
around this place?” 

Off To Mass 

Out in the cool, early 
morning air I hurry along 
the one short block to the 
Sisters’ Chapel. What a won- 
derful neighborhood! I pass 
the Thompsons’ home, 
wherein six little boys are 
Sleeping. There is one of 
Bobby’s shoes. I know it is 
Bobby’s even though Billy 
and Bobby are twins, because 
Billy is the St. Anthony in 
that household and he cer- 
tainly would never lose any- 
thing. Wonder how it can be 
so quiet at the Thompsons’ 
when there are six little boys 
inside. 

“Good morning!” whisper 
the McCurdy’s and I to each 
other. They are on their way 
to Mass too. Agnes always 
looks beautiful, no matter 
when or where, and it is hard 
to believe that she is 14-year- 
old Ronnie’s mother. Just 
6:25 a.m. and look at her! 
“T love this neighborhood, 
dear God. Thank You for 
sending us here — You are 
awfully good to us.” 

Inside the Sisters’ Chapel 
we go, just in time to join 
in with the Sisters who are 
making their morning offer- 
ing. “Sometimes, dear God,” 
I add as a sort of postscript, 
“I wish we did not make 
such awfully formal prayers 
to You. Do You really like 
them? But of course! Yet I’m 
sure You measure all prayers 
by the love that goes with 
them, and the sincerity and 
the faith. Hope You don’t 
mind if I get kind of familiar 
sometimes.” 

Father has come out, and 
the Sisters are approaching 
the altar rail to receive Our 
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in darkness, for these will{remove from them all pos-,;Lord into their hearts. With 


what tenderness and rever- 
ence they go to God’s Table. 
How thankful I am that I 
have a child under the care 
of these good Sisters, who 
start off each day offering, 
beseeching, receiving and 
thanking Our Lord. 

The rest of us take our 
turns and receive into our 
souls the most blessed Sacra- 
ment of all. “Déar God, make 
me more worthy, more 
worthy, more worthy.” 


Now we shall take part in 
the most wonderful action 
on earth, the holy sacrifice 
of the Mass, the renewal of 
Calvary, the very essence of 
Christianity. I, a wholly in- 
Significant member of 
Christ’s Mystical Body, may 
still partake of the greatest, 
richest, most glorious Feast 
of all time! 


This thought pounds on 
me as I walk home from 
Mass. God has just given me 
a tremendous responsibility. 
He has given me Himself, 
completely and wholly, in 
His Flesh and Blood. I have 
accepted Him — and now, I 
must make Him live in me. 
When God gives us such ex- 
cellent blessings, He de- 
mands that we use them 
well. I may not leave the 
Chapel and forget God until 
tomorrow or think of Him 
only spasmodically through- 
out the day. In fact, just to 
THINK of Him is never 
enough. I must LIVE Him. 
Yes, every moment must be 
God’s, every second must 
give Him glory, within the 
vocation which He has given 
me. Let me remember Judas. 
He partook of the Lord’s 
Supper; and a few hours 
later he was in hell. For 
Judas left the Holy Table and 
forgot all but material gain 
and social status, and soon 


he sold his soul for 30 pieces 
Of silver and a bit of public 


prestige, which was_ short- 
lasting at best. So, a soul 
which had yet dined with 
God was a soul of whom his 
Host had said, “Better for 
that man if he had never 
been born.” 

Bless Us O Lord 

No. 200 N. Oak still looks 
very peaceful. I love the little 
house, with the big oak and 
maple trees and nice lawn 
in front, the white shingles 
and green shutters, and the 
sunny side-porch. It is a 
miracle that we live here, for 
one day several years ago I 
first saw this house, and I 
remember saying, “Gee, it 
would be nice to have a little 
house like that.” Our Lord 
made the wish into a prayer 
and answered it affirmative- 
ly and here we are. And sure- 
ly the Lord knows about all 
the mortgages we owe on it 
as well as we do. 

Inside there is anything 
but peace. “Mama! When I 
was trying to read, Mary 
came along and grabbed the 
book and hit me over the 
head ... ” “Well, Mama, I 
had that chair first, and Jeff 
sat in it just because I got 
up to...” “Mommy, mom- 
my, mommy,” pipes little 
Tommy who is pushing me 
towards the kitchen. In that 
little fellow’s mind no situ- 


ration has ever risen which 


warrants postponing break- 
fast. He points to the cereal 
box and automatically. I 
assemble box, dish, spoon, 
sugar and milk. Tommy has 
climbed into his chair and 
now at least he is happy. 
“I want fried eggs on 
toast.” 

“I don’t want eggs, I want 
cereal like Tomm hej 

“And peanut butter on 
toast...” 
_ “No, plain ole butter and 
jelly forme...” 

“I want to squeeze the 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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MEDITATION ON DEATH 


(Continued from Page One) 
will immediately enjoy the 
Beatific Vision. 

Death is not the ending, 
but rather the beginning of 
life. Death is not a parting 
from loved ones: rather it is 
reunion with our. greatest 
loves. We may close our 
eyes in death, but actually 
open them to real _ vision, 
face to face with God. Death 
is not a last farewell, a long 
goodbye, a leaving of every- 
thing we know — it is a wel- 
come home — a greeting of 
our loved ones, an acquiring 
of all that we longed for. 
Death is and should be the 
greatest joy of our mortal 
existence, the angel of death 
is Jesus Christ. We will wear 
a smile, and it will be a smile 
of welcome from a lover who 
has longed all a lifetime to 
see His beloved. He will 
whisper, “Come my love, it 
is time to come home.” That 
is DEATH. 
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THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 


the apostolate. Ours are days 
filled with work. Seldom 
eight hour days, usually ten 
.. . twelve, fifteen .. . who 
counts hours for a labour 
of love anyhow? 

Believe it or not, each and 
everyone of us here are poor, 
personally, collectively, be- 
cause we want to be poor 
for Christ’s sake . . . for love’s 
sake. And so walking in 
Faith we must ask alms, 
even if these alms are all of 
FIVE THOUSAND DOL- 
LARS. To build . . . to help 
... to serve. 

An infinite sum... for 
some ...a little cash to 
others. Faith, naked and 
austere, bids me to throw 


myself on the words of God 
- EO ASK... POR FE 


SHALL RECEIVE. Weak, 
frightened, lonely, as I am, 
I DO BELIEVE... ANDI 
DO ASK ... in utter sim- 
plicity . . . in utter direct- 
ness .. . WILL YOU HELP 
US IN THE NAME OF 
CHRIST... PLEASE! 





Looks at Books 


GIANT IN THE WILDER- 
NESS by Helen Margaret, 
Bruce, 200 pages. $3.50. 

This is a biography of 
Father Charles Nerinckx, the 
founder of the Sisters of Lor- 
etto, the wonderful nuns 
who “stand at the foot of 
the Cross,” and who con- 
stitute the first order of 
sisters originated in the 
United States. 

It is a fascinating story 
and an important one; and 
it is told by a woman who 
knows how to tell a story. 
However, Miss Margaret has 
an exasperating habit of 
dropping her voice at cer- 
tain points of her story, so 
that the children listening 
from the stairway may not 
overhear certain details. (I 
am one of those children, 
and a bit grumpy about 
being shut out.) 











One is disappointed, how- 
ever, only in the fact that the 
author did not tell us more, 
much more, about this re- 
markable priest, these saint- 
ly nuns, and the hardships 
of their early days in the 
wilderness that surrounded 
them. 

And that, friends and en- 
emies, this particular review- 
er cannot say about the 
average book. 

Some day, when there isn’t 
such a shortage of paper, the 
author, and the publisher, 
may expand this book into 
a much bigger and more de- 
tailed story. It is interesting 
as is. It could be more than 
thrilling. 

* a * 
* * * 
Mr. Haffert’s New Book 

RUSSIA WILL BE CON- 
VERTED, 270 pages, $3.00. 
Written by John M. Haffert, 
and published by the Ave 
Maria Institute, Washing- 
ton, N.J. 

This is a new telling of 
Mr. Haffert’s story about 
Our Lady of Fatima, the 
shepherd children to whom 
she appeared, the miracle of 
the sun, and the predictions 
made by Our Lady that Rus- 
sia will be converted if her 
words are heeded. 

On the 34th anniversary 
of the miracle the author 
was present in the Cova da 
Iria, with his camera ready; 
so he succeeded in getting 
“before and after” pictures 
of a young woman miracu- 
lously cured during the cele- 
bration. 

There are 93 photographs 
in the book, including those 
of the “miracle woman.” 


The book is essentially Mr. 
Haffert talking about the 
Blessed Virgin. Haffert is al- 
ways interesting, and worth 
reading, when he talks or 
writes about Our Lady. He 
is, incidentally, always talk- 
ing or writing about her... 
a good pattern for other Ca- 
tholic writers to follow. 

ba * * 

WHAT IS YOUR CATHO- 
LIC I. Q.? By Francis Beau- 
chesne Thornton and Tim- 
othy Murphy Rowe. P. J. 
Kenedy & Sons. $2.00. 

This is a series of 65 tests, 
with twenty questions in 
each test; and it will prove 
that you have a lot to learn 
about the fundamentals of 
the Catholic faith, the pre- 
cepts of the church, the ten 
commandments, the history 
of your religion, the stories 
in the Bible, and “other 
things. 

Q. Who Was Joseph? 

Some of the questions pro- 
pounded in this series of 
quizzes are tantalizing, some 
are impossible for most 
people to answer, some are 
easy. That is, they should be 
easy. But it will surprise you 
—if you know the answers 
(you can go to the back of 
the book and peek while 
your guests are busy with 
paper and pencil and faulty 
memories) it will indeed sur- 
prise you to discover how 
many ‘eas and the 
average Catholic cannot sat- 





isfactorily answer. 


Also there are questions 
that, it seems to this review- 
er, are not answered quite 
correctly in the book. For 
instance, in Test No. 2, which 
is about the Book of Genesis, 
there is this question: 

“What did Joseph do to 

win favor with the King of 
Egypt?” , 
My answer, which I had 
no difficulty supplying, was 
that he interpreted a dream 
for the king. I still think that 
is correct. But the answer in 
the book is, “Saved the Egyp- 
tians from famine.” 

My contention is that he 
saved the people from fam- 
ine long after he had won the 
favor of the king. And, just 
between you and me, he sav- 
ed his own people from fam- 
ine, as well as he saved the 
Egyptians. 

At least you can see that 
with this book you can en- 
tertain your guests, give 
them enough topics for 
weeks of discussion. You can 
even get into controversies 
about how much the authors 
know of their religion. What 
more could you ask from a 
quizz book? ~ 

* * * 

MY HAY AIN’T IN by Ed- 
die Doherty. Bruce. $2.75. 
The May selection of the Ca- 
tholic Literary Foundation. 
This, if you please, you will 
have to review for yourself; 
and I hope you like it. 

E.J.D. 
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oranges...” 

“TI don’t want oranges, I 
want...” 

“LISTEN!” Ah, I have got- 
ten in a word. “Now, SCRAM 
until I call you to breakfast.” 
And with that, in a tone of 
unmistakable finality, I grab 
the coffee pot. Scrambled 
eggs and toast and orange 
juice we are going to have, 
and chances are that they 
will all eat it. 

Daddy, who fully awakens 
only upon smelling coffee 
and eggs, has entered the 
shower, from whence comes 
a lusty, “Seven yeeeeaaarrrs 
with the wrrrrrrong woman 
will drive most annny man 
mad.” I always wonder if 
that is deliberately or un- 
consciously for my edifica- 
tion. Anyway, I say to my- 
self, who else would fix his 
meals just to suit him and 
make apple pie every other 
day and take care of those 
offsprings of his, and who 
else — oops! — I almost for- 
got! I have something special 
to ask him before he leaves 
today. Quickly I. pull out a 
couple of potatoes and fix 
them for frying. My hus- 
band’s coldest moods are de- 
lightfully warmed by fried- 
potatoes-for-breakfast. 

“All right, everybody,” is 
all I have to say to assemble 
the family for breakfast. 
“Bless us, O Lord, and these 
Thy gifts—” begs Daddy, 
and eggs and orange juice 
begin disappearing. Tommy 
has eyes only for the jelly, 
and soon it has been nicely 
transferred from toast to 





face and ears and _ hair. 


ceaian 
“More toast, please,’ I hear 
from three directions. My, 
how bread vanishes, but how 
thankful I am _ to see _ the 
children eating so heartily. 
How thankful I am that Our 
Lord provides “our daily 
bread” so generously to our 
family. 

How are we doing? Tom- 
my wants more cereal. A bird 
can’t fly with one wing — 
or something like that. 
(Where did I ever hear such 
a thing?) “I sure wish I had 
a fried egg on toast — but 
I'll take just the toast.” 


“The potatoes taste good, 
honey.” 

“Oh, do they?” Then im- 
mediately, “Oh, Bob, (and I 
am sure I sound completely 
unrehearsed) can you leave 
me a little money?”’ 

Poor fellow. It must be 
awful to have a wife. Weari- 
ly, resignedly, he sighs, “Oh, 
all right.” He goes after the 
checkbook and pays to my 
order ten bucks. Slowly he 
hands it over, with the feeble 
request, “Honey, try to make 
it last until I get home to- 
night, will you?” 


Soon Daddy is on his way; 


to earn our keep. Do I envy 
him or not? Before me are 
a pile of dishes, a floor full 
of crumbs, a little boy cov- 
ered with jelly, rumpled 
beds, one closet full of 
laundry and another full of 
ironing, dust, lunchtime, the 
telephone and a _ hundred 
odds and ends. Besides, I 
promised Mrs. Moorman I 
would bring her some clothes 
for a poor colored family in 
her parish. I must take Bob’s 
other suit to the cleaners 
and I’ve just got to get Mary 
some socks of her own. 

“Dear God, can’t You see 
I'll never get this all done by 
midnight?” 

“Well, just don’t sit there, 
Katie.” 

“But I didn’t even finish 
my coffee and I didn’t get 
one piece of that toast.” 

“Then have some.” 

“Thanks.” 

Well, maybe I haven’t 
made coffee twice alike in 
ten years, but there’s noth- 
ing wrong with this. “Tom- 
my!” His whole fist is in the 
jelly. “That settles it. Your 
bath-time has arrived, be- 
loved.” With Tommy in the 
bathtub and his brother and 
sister dressing, I gobble up 
my toast and coffee and 
come to a sound decision. Of 
course I don’t envy my hus- 
band going off to the nice 
peaceful War Department. 
Not for anything would I 
change the wonderful hub- 
bubs around me. What a 





nice home to scrub. What 


nice little imps to take care 
of. 

Mother Superior’s Birthday 

“I’m going early and go to 
Mass, Mother.”’ 

Here is my little professor 
all ready for school — he 
thinks. I smell toothpaste so 
at least he must have opened 
the tube. He is all decked 
out in his “real man’s pants” 
and oh dear! one of Daddy’s 
ties! Mercy, it is hanging 
below his sweater. 

“Do you really need to 
wear a tie, son?” 

“Yes, Sister SAYS to.” 

That settles it. When Sis- 
ter SAYS, we bow down. 

“Then don’t you think 
you ought to tuck it under 
your belt?” 

“Daddy doesn’t.” 

“Well, Sister will like it 
better tucked in.” 

“T have to take a dime for 
Mother Superior’s birthday 
present.” 

(Now You know, dear God, 
nobody could have _ that 
many birthdays.) 

“Again? Honestly, Jeff, I 
know I gave you a dime for 








her present last week.” 


“I know, Mother, but the 
4th grade is getting ahead 
of us, and we want to collect 
the most money so we get to 
take her the present.” 

“Well, when is Mother 
Superior’s birthday?” 

“Oh, a long time 
now.” 

Might as well give in; we’ll 
have to put the hex on the 
4th grade. 

“See you at lunchtime, 
professor. God bless you.” 

“Mommy, mommy, mom- 
my,” wails Tommy. So _ he 
has given in to temptation 
and is eating the soap. 

“Mama, will you pul-leeze 
get me some socks?” 

(Here we go, dear God, and 
it is all for You. Just stay 
with me, please!) 

(To Be Continued) 
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I believe the devil is ex- 
ceedingly afraid of learning, 
provided it be accompanied 
with humility and other 
virtues, for he knows he will 
be discovered and suffer loss. 
—St. Theresa of Avila. 


RICHES—Dearly beloved: 
the sermon to-day will be on 
the topic of dollar chasing. 
The text is taken from the 
first verse of the first chap- 
ter of the Gospel of common 
sense which reads as follows: 
“what does it profit a man 
if he gains the whole world 
and lose his soul?’”—Anon. 
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